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This eleventh issue of Quest, Lynn's Literary and Arts Journal, 
marks my first issue as Editor. It also marks our first issue with an ISSN 
number from the Library of Congress, which now puts Quest on the na-
tional radar. This year's contributors are exclusively Lynn's own students, 
faculty, and staff. This year's issue of Quest features not only poetry but 
also short stories, an essay, and a one-act play printed on more pages than 
ever before, in an effort to showcase as many of Lynn's own as possible. 
Also this year's issue features, for the first time, color graphics and art that 
provide visual counterpoint in concert with our author's literary themes. 
In this issue of Quest, you'll discover the astonishing talent that 
populates our campus. The Poetry Club's President, Christina Ginfrida, 
contributes her short story, "Does God Exist Down Here?" Quest also 
features dynamic short stories from some of my other Creating Writing 
-Fiction students like Patricia Palumbo, Denise Strasberg, and Faisal 
Adama, whose short story, "Eternal Autumn," gives us his fresh poetic 
voice honed by his mastery of not only English, but also French and Ara-
bic that makes his prose resonate remarkably within this spooky tale about 
the curse of the Count of Acre. Quest also features a mother/son combina-
tion: a poem from Professor Elaine Deering and a short story, "Just An-
other Day on the Moon," from her son, John Deering, a night student here 
at Lynn. You'll also be treated to three outstanding poems from Brittany 
Barberino, as well as contributions from stalwarts like Dr. Jeff Morgan, 
Chair of the English Department and a former Editor of Quest. Professor 
David Fleisher contributes his one-act play, "Dead On," that was produced 
in New York. Dr. Linda De La Ysla has penned an essay, "First Lessons 
in Diving," that reveals our all too human need to courageously confront 
our fears. Poetry Coffee House regular, Marceline Fleurilus, will chill you 
with her poem that tells a story of voodoo in Haiti, and Jonathon Cognaghi 
again proves why he has wowed the crowd at many Poetry Coffee Houses 
over the years. Last, but not least, Ernie Ranspach, Professor Emeritus, 
contributes a poem about, of all things, writing poems. 
Many thanks are due to the people who helped create this issue. 
First, Dean of Arts and Sciences, Dr. Pamela Monaco, has supported this 
year's evolution of Quest from the very beginning of the academic year. 
(She has also become a regular at the monthly Poetry Coffee Houses at the 
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Knights' Court.) Thanks to Dr. Lizbeth Keiley and Professor David Fleish-
er for offering me their second opinions of this year's submissions. Thanks 
to Candice Aking, our Arts and Sciences Graduate Assistant, for typing the 
first, second, and then final manuscript, and thanks to Becky Rose, Lynn's 
stellar Librarian, for volunteering to proofread the various manuscripts. 
Last, but not least, thanks to Professor Glenn Toscano and his Graphic 
Arts students for their expertise in making Quest look so good by punctu-
ating the poetry and prose with their splendid visual contributions, and for 
preparing the PDF files to send to our patient printer, BOOKMASTERS, 
INC. in Ashland, Ohio. 
Please read on. I hope that you discover a moment of insight within 
these pages, or perhaps feel a chill run down your spine, or even crack a 
smile, or all of the above. Cheers to Lynn's own creative talents in this 
eleventh edition of Quest. 
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The Unheard Howl 
Brittany Barberino 
I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by college, 
Starving from lack of overpriced meal plans and seven dollar cafe 
salads, 
Brilliantly educated prep-steers thrown into the palm tree beaches 
looking for the ancient texts to source. 
Who stay up all night studying for exams, only to find the subject 
is different than what is taught in class. 
Who take every class in their major and then find out they are do-
ing better in their one elective. 
Who live solely on nicotine and energy drinks hoping to stay 
awake throughout the school day. 
Who mass-produce plays and poems week after week, only to find 
Bs on their transcript, with no thought to the effort it takes to pull writing 
out of a soulless shell and badgered mind. 
Who work at the mall; spend their paychecks at the mall, and 
dream of the mall because clothes and music and shoes do not judge them. 
Who were shoved back into that metaphorical box, ironically, 
while they were told to think outside of it, paradoxically, because thinking 
was unregulated. 
Who read The Canterbury Tales , three times, successfully unsuc-
cessfully, gave up, and just reworded what Spark Notes said. 
Who read Blake and never hallucinated any tragedies and thought that 
they were uneducated and called home and cried. 
Who, in calling home, considered dropping out and returning to sophisti-
cated places with real people and real causes that mattered for more than 
ten minutes on the eternal movie screen of life. 
Who were caught in their daydreams and talked back into the idea of 
higher education, only to return for a so called important piece of paper. 
Who were fucked in the ass by saintly professors, trying to move up a 
political system one step closer to the Dean. 
Whose GPAs were continually punished for their voices and independent 
opinions rising above the apathetic crowd. 
Who blew and were blown by the support system screaming in disappoint-
ment, dressed in hotline numbers, and were sent out, only to be pierced by 
an angel wielding a sword. 
-~...---~~;•.:, 
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Who demanded Zoloft, Prozac, and sleeping pills on the stairs leading up 
to modern medicine and were supplied, only to end up in a daze, or no 
longer hungry, or a statistic. 
Who were obsessed by "recreate[ing] the syntax and measure of poor 
human prose and stand before you speechless and intelligent and shaking 
with shame, rejected yet confessing out the soul to conform to the rhythm 
of thought in his naked and endless head." 
With the absolute heart of education raped from their minds filled with 
hope, a great societal joke to play for another thousand years. 
Part II 
What overeducated man invented this repressive system that 
bashed open the brain and spoon fed its contents into the garbage dispos· 
al? 
Moloch! Injustice! Despair! Trifle! Apathy! Students with hunched 
over backs, unattainable grades, passive thoughts. Young people weeping 
under ivy. 
Moloch, Moloch, False educators Moloch, Bully Teachers Moloch~ 
Moloch the heavy judger of students. Moloch this business you call a col-
lege, Moloch your tuition bills which give nothing in return. 
Moloch the ineffective universities, Moloch the busywork of jour .. 
nals, Moloch the readings you will never speak of. Moloch these suppose4 
best four years of our lives. 
Moloch whose syllabus is repetition, Moloch the books that are 
no longer coherent, Moloch whose eyes see only the front row, Moloch 
whose soul never empathizes. 
Moloch! They broke their backs carrying anthologies across cam-
pus. Moloch in which I stand alone, Moloch in which I study. Moloch, my 
contemporaries, whose voices were crushed before they knew they even 
had them. 
Wake up in Moloch. Nothing comes out of the sky. Moloch 
Moloch. 
Dreams, drugs, waking nightmares, bars, beaches, backrooms, at-
tempted suicides, school shootings, the lost generation, the new wastelan~ 
trying to reclaim holy laughter by purifying themselves in the ocean. 
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Part III 
Allen Ginsberg, I am with you in Brooklyn, where you are better 
than I am. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, where it seems as though you died in 
vain. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, where I read your works trying to deci-
pher the truth because no one will teach you in the universities. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, paying homage to your love boys who 
were stolen by fate. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, where I too stumble upon a dreadful 
typewriter. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, where you lead a revolution that died. 
I am with you in Brooklyn, crying hysterical and naked, dragging 
myself along, looking for a solution for the broken western sky. 
~ 
Alicia Tanlu!!.no 
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Angst, Jealousy, and Perhaps an Existential 
Epiphany 
Brittany Barberint 
And I scream into the dashboard 
Windshield and steering wheel 
The sounds you have given to me 
Trying to decipher them 
And tonight and why I'm not alone, yet not with you. 
I'll tell you a secret. 
The promise rings are still 
In the bottom of my change, 
Where I threw them the second you 
Renounced our collective soul, 
Our origins, our theories, our years, 
And it's hard 
Driving around seven months later 
With diamonds and rubies weighing me down. 
And seeing the girls you're with now everywhere: 
I bet that one cooks just like her mother, 
And that one doesn't mind each time you push her down 
Just a little bit harder than the last. 
And that one is a little tan; I bet you don't take her home 
To mum and dad; 
And that one must like getting slapped in the face 
At the local bar; 
And that one isn't interested in school, is she? 
Just the back seat of your car. 
I guess the difference is these girls 
Never cry through the days because they move more fast than slow. 
They never will empty out their souls to you, 
Just a collection of what MTV and Cosmopolitan 
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told them to. 
You will never sign their yearbooks 
Or propose to them in my backyard. 
Though I would like that. 
want to 
scars. 
Their sacrificed friends, 
see 
The scratches you'll make in their cars. 
their 
Perhaps we'll even jointly sign your Valentine's Day Card. 
What were the words to our song? 
"I am heaven sent 
Don't you dare forget" 
So keep avoiding me in the halls 
Don't worry, they'll keep flocking to you 
Like stupid little girls do 
To mansions on the Intracoastals 
That have a yacht in the backyard 
With beer and whiskey always on tap. 
Honey, just because she bought the Polo discounted at Marshalls 
Doesn't mean she knows the song and dance. 
Have fun being used. 
It is nice 
To see the tables turned. 
Oh and Dare bear, Karma's a bitch. 
One day 
I had seen you 
Pulling the drapes over the window 
To keep the light from shining through. 
And I perpetually ask you 
Why the stars are glued to the concrete. 
You could only ever respond, 




The truth brings in a lot of heat." 
I try atonement in the morning and sex at night. 
The words never came out right. 
My mind is congested 
With the makeup and tights and telephone. 
I pick it up; I know I am not alone; I know the way to my home. 
I know you suffer in the cold, 
And that makes me feel a little bit better. 
16 Quest 
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Reflections on Reality and the Importance of 
Diction 
Brittany Barberint 
Mr. Edwards went swimming last year and he never swam back. 
So, for three days straight, we sat upright and discussed 
This fucked up place, the human condition, and the contours of his face, 





This year I returned with the smell of road in my hair, 
Its taste in my mouth, 
Trying to keep the eternal from pouring out, 
Only to find myself standing beneath her purple velveteen shroud, 
Jen's academic colors being blown in the wind, 
I have to do double takes; I see her in every Connecticut woman's face. 
Now I'm drinking cheap beer, playing pity party with the select few 
Who still pay homage here, though our mentors moved on, and our teach-
ers 
Are slowly being killed by society. 
"See you next funeral," my superlative partner says to me when I drop him 
off at the airport. 
I wish I could fly somewhere, there get enough courage 
To erase her number from my cell phone. 
Lie to others freely, "She wasn't that well known." 
Hide in the back rows of the fucking shit shows called memorial services. 
I am not a reflection of "tragedy" deemed by some reporter, 
Who wants to know if I went to Miss Porter's or the Academy. 
This is our generation. 
Cue in the sick, sad applause. 
Start writing your movie script to Paramount or Santa Claus. 
I don't believe you want to save the world, 
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And I don't think you give a fuck about Darfur, 
And not watching the news because it's depressing is an excuse. 
I just want to mourn for a place that is covered in moss and ivy 
Without you spouting out the death toll in Iraq at me, 
Heard second hand from some kid in your class. 
Maybe I just need more time than is allotted, to re-read the notes he wrote 
on my papers, 
To remember Ms. Petit making me see a doctor, 
To make myself believe again in the ideals they taught me. 
Because I was a child at my first convocation and 
I was an adult at my final convocation. And now, 
I'm more of a cliched quote written on the back of some girl's notebook 
Or tattooed on the transient's ann, where the key words are left out 
And the author's name is spelt wrong. 
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The Art of War 
Jonathan Colna. 
First I'ma need you to open up your third eye if you plan to feel this 
As a scholar of Sun Tzu resurrecting the mental dead is my master's thesis 
Being written straight from my heart's core 
Painting pictures with words is now my Art of War 
To wage against these fascist whores 
So if I die allow this to be my eulogy 
Cause they say you're only as good as what you go up against 
Then just call me the industrial revolutionary antagonist 
Standing on the edge of existence 
From having lived a life of ignorance 
But truth, truth has me trying to change my ways 
Even when handed a torn umbrella during the rainy days 
So at times it seems I'm dancing to the theme music of a lie 
While all my friends just wanna get high 
I'm caught up trying to play catcher in the rye 
Hoping to save a generation living within the lion's den 
The power of speech needs to be reborn again 
To lift this dark veil off the children of men 
Therefore I don't write my poetry in abstract 
I write for the little babies born addicted to crack 
And the soldiers we got coming home praying their entrails are intact 
Now this makes me question my purpose 
Because as a single voice it seems so hopeless to initiate change in your 
youth 
So help me God because I'm trying to speak the truth 
Yet I'm just a simple poet 
Who bleeds his pain on the paper 'cause in reality I'm scared to show it 
Since I was raised as a caged animal 
Now I hunger for knowledge like society's uneducated cannibal 
But I'm sick of eating the fast food fed to me by the media 
The glass ceiling of our school system has me ordering an appetizer of two 
encyclopedias 
With syllable compounds 
Subjective pronouns 
Adding flavor to the emancipation of sound 
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The ingesting death's inspiration as my main course 
Overdosing on the meaning of life till I devour it down to the source 
So I'm addicted to a higher learning 
Forced to use the pain burning inside my soul 
To fill that needle up and inject all the teardrops spilt by the mothers of 
Vrrginia Tech 
Who have yet to receive their check 
From the NRA CIA DEA 
And all those who needed to pay 
The price of leaving their family with a broken home 
Crying alone 
Signed and endorsed to the ideology that it's easier to get a gun than a 
student loan 
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Latibonit 
I want to tell you her story 
But what's the point? 
You're not going to believe me anyway. 
I'd tell you about her daddy 
Traveling through the cemetery 
In the middle of the night 
Digg'n for skulls, 
But you'd think I'm telling a lie. 
Being at a dark cemetery 
In the middle of midnight 
Is the creepiest place for a six year old, 
While watching her daddy 
And the rest of her relatives 
With their friends digg'n for skulls. 
The little girl was so terrified 
Of the dark cemetery that 
Each time the wind blew over her face, 
She believed that the ghosts 
Were blowing on her face, 
She thought the ghosts could sense 
How terrified she was, and intentionally 
Wanted to scare her off. 
Her fear of the ghosts became so powerful 
That she decided her only option was 
To toughen up, by telling herself 
That she wasn't afraid of them. 
Her family would take home 
The skulls and gather up in the 
Backyard where they would 
Have their usual "After Midnight" 
Ceremony. They would grind up 
The skulls, and make a potion, 
Which they would all drink together. 
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Marceline Fleur 
Once they drank the potion, 
They would instantly transform into 
Different people, and did not seem 
Or act as humans anymore. 
Their eyes would be bloodshot, 
And they would speak in a very 
Strange language, while chanting like animals. 
The little girl started trembling each 
Time her family would approach her, 
Because they looked extremely evil after drinking 
The potion. They acted so strangely that she 
Almost didn't recognize them anymore. 
Luckily, she didn't have to drink the potion 
Because she was too young. However, 
Her daddy, who was the "Boccor," meaning 
The Voodoo priest, would dip his finger 
In the potion, and make a cross on 
The little girl's forehead with the liquid. 
He said the cross on her forehead was 
To block any bad spirits that would try to reach her. 
Afterwards, they would light 
Up a huge fire and stand 
In the middle of it, and would come 
Out of the fire with zero burnt 
Into their bodies! 
Poor little girl, she was extremely 
Confused and terrified! However, 
As harsh as her story may sound 
Her relatives were actually very caring 
Toward her. Traveling the cemetery with 
Children during the midnight hour 
And the "After Midnight" ceremony, 
Is absolutely normal for those from Latibonit. 
As terrifying as her life had been, 
She is not the strongest 
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Young woman you'd ever meet 
Although her story sounds traumatizing, 
She actually turned out fairly well, 
She believes that it made her the 
Brave young woman she is today. 
"A girl who isn't afraid of anything," 
She calls herself. I could tell you much more 
About the creepy things this young girl 
Had to experience, but I'd have 
To write you a book. Not a poem. 
24 Que~ 
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Truth Speaks 2 
Imagine a dark wind with a whisper, 
waiting for the perfect moment 
to invade your thoughts, 
slip into your mind 
and diminish any blissful glow 
with one cold blast. 
It slips through your head, 















of ice chips as innocent 
asj g e 
a g d glass 
They scrape along the edges 
of your brain, 
leaving scars of awareness 




They sever so easily the strings of lies 
pulled taut and stretched to their limit 
because what is glass for 




Lynn University 27 
The Gesture 
JefjMorg4 
Honeydew-size balls of color, 
clusters of pinks, purples and blues, 
small petals wavering gently on tall thin stems 
lean out from the grasses into the mountain wind. 
Their fragile beauty does not escape the eye of the artist 
who, with brush or pen, mimics the life they bare open. 
From this pastoral scene, life becomes a dream. 
The reality of the sun-drenched village in the valley, 
with its white walls and red roofs, 
lapses into a shroud of mystery. 
Leaving truth to reside in the ruins atop the mountain, the eighth-cen. 
Moorish castle 
That winks at the fourteenth-century castle on the neighboring rise. 
Between them a rolling fog intervenes, 
kissing them both with misty lips 
while the woods giggle at the intimacy 
from behind a veil of leaves. 
'J& 
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The Turtle Specialist 
He said, did you know sea turtles 
follow the moon instinctively 
to water? The face of the moon 
a shell of closed mumblings 
encoded for a hopeful sky. 
Mr. Pendergrass drove his turtles 
safely back to sea where they might 
breed quietly, leave their eggs 
on the beach and allow their hatchlings 
to make a run for it at night, 
beating their flippers against the cool sand 
while no one is looking. 
The female sea turtle is helpless 
on land, hunted for her shell 
and eaten for her delicious meat. 
She can dive thousands of feet 
through the sea, travel thousands 
of miles to nest her young. No 
hurricane, high wind, shark or human 
can deter her instinctive mission, 
though the turtle should not be trapped, 
he reminded, between boats, 
nor awakened from deep 
and thoughtful sleep. And despite 
rumors of interspecies rummaging, 
the turtle, he said 
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Heavy 
Packing a few extra pounds ("got some junk 
in the trunk" my daughter would say), through 
the unobstructed air without warning 
I hear my sister's voice from long ago-
Carol, who at about seventeen sunk 
her sweet teeth into a crisp stalk of new 
celery and informed me one morning 
at breakfast, her freckled face aglow 
with the joy of discovery, that chewing 
celery uses more calories than it 
contains. She had learned this fact in science. 
There was much more to learn. The ensuing 
years have brought gain and loss. My thin clothes fit 
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Collage 
It must have been autumn, 
I think, since in the photo 
I'm wearing a turtleneck. 
Childish lips slightly pursed, 
I am leaning over the keyboard, 
trying hard not to miss a note 
while my dad, 
ice cubes probably melting 
in the glass he's holding, 
leans in with me -
trying to help me 
not miss them. 
34 
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The Lint Picker 
No. 1: "Compulsion to Clean Poems" 
Rosalie Schw 
I. Why does my laundry have perpetual lint? 
it wasn't always that way 
each wash a Herculean task 
I ask my friends 
does ya wash have lint? 
the puzzled looks 
my daughter does a headshake no 
not ever? I in disbelief 
no never so 
the question burns 
diligently pick off from a damp blue vest 
or toss it in the dryer with garb of all persuasions 
and in the heat wrench micro specs from their fabric nests 
experiment of course 
the darling lint trap kind of does its job 
II. Howda grab the lint 
to separate the lint from cloth is sometimes rough 
ensconced like teeny crabs in pubic hair 
I hold my thumb and index in combat 
then touching tips to form a fluted 0 
advance at something I think is lint 
on my beautiful catalogue quilt 
having entered the fabric's heart 
it resists as I pull and I tear a thread 
destroy a tiny millimeter 
an occasional event 
main idea- secure the most pieces possible 
use both hands to get the unraveling puffs 
to save trips to the waste paper can 
my not so nimble fingers pluck and tweeze pick and tug 
ensnare the loose or clinging bits 
to drop a piece brings furrowed brow 
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but folks, the worst is when you ardently toss the lintlets 
into trash bag's hurried mouth 
and they won't come off your finger tips 
you rattle and shake with your other hand 
and still they cling to your parched peninsula points 
then the glorious truths unfold 
damp tissue or a cotton swab enfolds the tiny crowd 
and off they go to their resting place 
III. The lint bug 
to think that I am a plucker of lint 
a scanner of all materials 
at first it was the towels and mats 
but then it spread to all my clothes 
a blanket, a scarf has a mild attack 
and I am there in spirit and flesh to arrest the blight 
where did I get infected? It's not going around 
IV. The truth is I love to pick Lint 
I'm a hunter of microscopic specs, a Neanderthal of sorts 
I clean my house as in my sculpture space I cleaned my metal work 
meticulously with abrasives, potions, and paste 
to the hum of machines, but the manual approach was the one I preferred 
down here without a welding room, my stash away in boxes on the porch 
my longing to configure see-through planes has somehow met its match 
V. Allies romantic and not 
I've tried 'em all, the whole shebang, and the kill-lint works 
the rods and knobs, and lint removal kits, adhesive tape 
lint roller was the first device 
but what a scrounge 
a sluggish means of binding fuzz 
so very few it nestles to its sticky skin 
and then you have to peel the outer onion zone 
ecstasy I brought home one day 
a miraculous Buster of Dust 
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a 14AV tool of delight 
charged and ready to go 
upon my bed the faded umber quilt 
dust buster with penile nose snug in my eager grip 
we parachute down 
the buzz the whirrrrrr 
relentless lover whisks the threads into its sanctum bowels 
and stubborn drops of white 
of cranberry wisps from a woolen throw 
I sometimes toss on colder nights 
winding rivulets of hair 
it sucks all up 
VI. Statistic Lint 
statistics lurk in every snatch 
the size, the color, shape and field, 
degree of grab, the number count, birth giver 
thus, my black Gianni jacket spewing forth 
a regiment of shady grubs that smother an entire load 
I clench and start to count the fabric balls 
but there are huge and tiny ones 
now folks, analysis is not my middle name 
descriptive statistics cause my median to rise - makes me mean 
what does an average tell you about a group of humans or goods 
I'm closer to mode 
Data Table is bare 
VII. Personified my lint the spotlight seeks 
behold the features of my little blibs 
Statistic Lint laid out degree of grab and mass 
doused in human attributes the lintlets take theatric stance 
they strive to leave the laundry womb 
to bathe in limelight's warming glow 
Avenger Lint behind a cape grabs Young'un L'il Fluff so sweet 
and Casting Couch will hold da toddler down 
while Mister Flub with wads of nap clings to Silent Screen 
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they are leaving snug quarters pulled into deep waters 
of course it's not the hordes of fuzz on fabric spreads in spotlight glow 
bugging proscenium drapes 
it is I the maddened author tranced 
VIII. And what is next you're wondering 
what else do I do to take up time 
cut threads of course 
a shears in every room, in bedroom drawers and hold-it trays 
but that's another cleansing poem 
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Walk Through this Journey 
Walk through this journey, 
Close your eyes. 
It was back in 87 and this 
kid was nine; 
A good day with his pa 
was the only thing on his mind. 
As they walked down the block 
in front of the shop 
two men were fighting 
over a coveted parking spot. 
So let's move on 
as the kid and his pa 
walked into the salon 
not really paying attention 
To what was going on. 
The father greets the barber 
Saying "I'm here with my son 
if you could I wouldn't mind 
if you could cut his hair down some." 
The barber said "No problem, 
Anything for your son." 
Halfway through the cut the 
barber stepped away. 
Unbeknownst to the kid, 
This would be an unforgettable day. 
Remember the parking spot fight 
When the story began? 
Well, the man came back around; 
This time with a gun in his hand. 
Looking in the mirror, the kid's 




He didn't even notice 
the first shot of the gun. 
The second shot rang out, 
hit the kid's barber in the eye, 
moving the kid's chair; now 
he's facing the gunman in the eye. 
It was bright daylight 
but it just got dark. 
The man's finger on the trigger 
aiming for the kid's heart. 
Somehow the kid got up and 
hid behind the chair . .. 
praying that the man with the 
gun would get up out of there. 
The kid saw the back door 
and started running to it. 
Thank God he was short 
because then came another bullet. 
The kid held his breath 
cause he was so close to death. 
It went right above his head, 
so close to being dead. 
But he survived to tell 
the story to his pa. 
The kid lived in Brooklyn 
and his name was Yanatha. 
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I Shall Have my Nails Painted Bright Pink 
Elaine Deeri 
(Thanks to Carole Satyamurti) 
Today I shall have my nails painted bright pink 
Why pink? 
So I can feel pampered by the warm soak, the care 
lavished on my cuticles, the softly scented lotion, 
the splash of color. 
To remind me that I am feminine -
I can be sweet and strong at the same time. 
So I can be inspired as my fingers fi y across 
the keyboard. 
So my hands can be noticed as I light the candles, 
pass the serving platter, sip a glass of wine. 
So I can feel youthful. 
So I can feel flirtation is possible. 
So my sons can admire me. 
So my students can say "Wow!" as I position a dialogue 
on the document camera. 
So I can chart my nails' growth as the half-moons emerge. 
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Save As: Notes for Future Poems 
Type or scan using Poetry Especially software. 
It will sort out your notes into Bed sheets. 
I mean spreadsheets. 
The hard part is coming up with names 
For Save As. 
Then the software will categorize according to 
What the words suggest: meter, etc. 
And along with spell check there will by Rhymcheck 
And after the first stanza, lists of suggested fonts. 
And special ink cartridges containing various 
Wine colors. But not too various. 
Then there's the metaphor key. 
Ernie Ranspa<j 
- - -
l \c rt jamir1 l l t•ll"' 
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First Lessons in Diving 
Linda S. De La Ysla 
"Let's learn how to scuba dive!" My words pop into the air. Uri, 
sitting next to me on the sofa, laughs. 
Together, we glance at the five-foot snowdrifts leaning up against 
the French doors. Outside, the icy sleet glazes roads, cars , and walkwayfl 
In 1 anuary, 1996, we are having one of the worst blizzards in several de-
cades to hit Maryland. Like me, my boyfriend has grown up by the sea. I 
am a California girl, and he is a native of Tel Aviv. 
"Don't you miss the ocean?" I ask. 
"Miss it? Sure . . . sure I do." 
Knowing he is usually up for adventure, I continue: "Look, if we 
start lessons now, we'll be certified by spring. And by then, the winter will 
be over and we can take a trip to some tropical island!" 
He nods after a moment of deliberation. "Okay," he asks, "so 
what's the deal?'' 
The deal? I was a responsible citizen, mother to two teenagers, and 
an instructor at a local university. Lately, I measured the experience by a 
different standard: not so much by what I had to gain as by what I had to 
lose - whether those losses were financial, emotional, or physical. Fear lay 
closer to the bone. And just as my bones were growing more fragile with 
age, so was my courage. With more to lose, I ventured less. 
Life had not always been that way. A California student during the 
'60's, I took chances along with the best of them. And more than that, life 
was bursting with "firsts": first love, first puff on a cigarette, first anti-war 
demonstration, first rock concert, first backpacking trip to Alaska, first 
ride on a Harley-Davidson. Yes, I had plenty of adventures. But age and 
responsibility had muffled that daring. In my friends and work colleagues, 
I had lots of company. No one blamed me if I took fewer risks. That's how 
life is, people said. When you get older. 
A phone call and two weeks later, we found ourselves at a local 
scuba shop. Sitting on folding chairs drawn into a semi-circle, we were six 
beginners, three men and three women. As I surveyed our classmates, I 
began to have doubts: all were in their late 20's to early 30's; we were 20 
years their senior. "We're the oldest ones here!" I whispered. Uri laughed 
easily, unfazed. As always he seemed less interested in what people 
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thought and more interested in how he would handle a situation. I, on the 
other hand, had always been sensitive to the reactions of others, competi-
tive- and vain. How could I help but notice that my muscle tone and 
stamina were 20 years "older" than the other women? Next week I would 
be putting on a bathing suit revealing my physical flaws. Although scuba 
lessons had been my idea, they had unexpected risks. 
1\vo of the five weeks passed by. Always a good student, I discov-
ered that the challenge for me lay not in textbooks or quizzes. No, what 
took me out of my comfort zone was the technical side of the scuba equip-
ment. During the last half of each class, we were taught how to handle our 
gear: tanks, gauges, dive computers, buoyancy compensators (B.C.s), and 
regulators. The instructors demonstrated the proper procedure to mount 
gear, and then expected us to assemble it by ourselves. Or in my case, 
fumble through the process, watching what others did and only asking for 
help when unavoidable. A perfectionist, I hate to make mistakes, expose 
my vulnerabilities. When, in frustration, I finally turned to Uri or the in-
structor for help, I felt incompetent. At the same time, I did understand the 
rationale and importance of being self-sufficient. Divers are responsible 
for their own lives and responsible to be there for their dive buddies, too. 
Finally I managed to learn the basic skills. 
However, on the third week, my basic skills were almost undone. 
That night, we started in the shallow end of the pool, as we had the week 
before. The instructor's simple instruction was to "go down" and meet 
him at the deep end, on the bottom. There we would practice removing 
our dive gear and putting it back on. Divers need to know that safety skill, 
among others, in case they get entangled or need to adjust equipment at 
depth. 
At the thumbs-down sign from the instructor, everyone - including 
Uri- slid quietly beneath the turquoise water. All at once, I froze, forget-
ting what I was supposed to do. The others were at the deep end of the 
pool, while I continued to fumble with my gear. Left behind. The perfec-
tionist's worst nightmare. For some reason, everything I'd learned up to 
now, any confidence gained, melted away like an ice cube dropped on a 
hot skillet. 
Frustrated, I forced myself down. The water closed over my head 
and I panicked, imagining that I couldn't breathe. (In fact, I was standing 
in four feet of water.) I shot up like a breaching whale. Heart pounding 
hard, I tried again. The pressure to get with the program was more intense 
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than the pressure in my ears. By now, my mouth was completely dry. I 
heard the "thuck-thuck" of the regulator as I sucked air through the mouth· 
piece. Idiot! Again, and again, I deflated my already-flat B.C. and ducked 
beneath the surface. But, no, even before I'd taken two breaths, I lunged 
for the surface. Here was a first I didn't need. I yanked off my mask, took 
the regulator from my mouth, turned awkwardly in my fins, and headed 
toward the nearest ladder. 
All at once, a dark solid shape appeared at my side: Paul, the assis· 
tant instructor. As he rose out of the water, droplets streamed off his face 
and mask. He removed his regulator. "Linda, everything okay?" 
I shook my head. "I feel so stupid - I can't get under. I did it last 
week, but tonight. . .I can't" 
His voice was soft. "It's okay- don't worry. You have to take your 
time." 
I shook my head, unconvinced. 
"Hey ... " he placed a hand at my elbow. "Listen, you're asking 
yourself to do something very unnatural: breathe under water! It's normal 
to be nervous." 
My throat closed up, the way it used to when I was a kid and about 
to cry. "But everyone else can do it. What's wrong with me?'' 
Paul gazed at me: "Look: forget the others! This isn't a race." His 
eyes followed my glance toward the ladder. "Listen, how about trying it 
once more? Together, okay?" 
Unconvinced, I nodded. 
"Now remember ... " Paul readjusted his mask over his nose and 
eyes, "there's no rush." He placed his regulator into his mouth and mo-
tioned toward my own regulator. Then, he asked "Okay?" by flashing me 
the diver's sign, thumb and forefinger forming an "0." 
"Okay," I signaled. 
Paul emptied air from his B.C. I did the same. He inverted his 
thumb ("Let's go down") and tapped his mouthpiece, reminding me to 
breathe. Facing each other, we dipped below the surface. Although my 
heart pounded, I kept my eyes glued to Paul, who seemed to be my only 
security. I breathed: In. Out. In. Out. Finally, unbelievably, I was under 
water, facing Paul. Not drowning, but alive and breathing. 
"Okay?" he signaled. As best as I could, I grinned around my 
regulator. Paul bowed like a courtier, and I curtsied back. Then, we swam 
together to the deep end. Ten years and 400 dives later, I still thank Paul 
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for his kindness and patience. If he hadn't said or done exactly what he 
did, I would have missed out on one of the best firsts in my life. 
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Does God Exist Down Here? 
Christina Ginfri4 
It seemed like forever since Alphis had anything to be thankful for. 
He often wondered if God had been murdered and heaven just covered 
it up to keep up appearances. The artificial sun was setting and Alphis 
gazed at the few beams of light that penetrated the ventilation system in 
the lift that was headed toward the surface domes. He looked down at his 
wrist implant, which started to vibrate uncontrollably, warning him of his 
impending tardiness for Sanitation Services. Alphis peered around the lift 
and noticed that everyone was experiencing the same agitation, consider .. 
ing that it had broken down for an entire hour between Sublevel Six and 
Five. He did his best not to look at his deformed figure in the reflective 
wall of the lift, but he couldn't avoid it the whole trip. In the mirror he saw 
his jagged teeth and the layer of excess skin that had consumed one of his 
eyes. His elongated claws brushed up against the top of his brown, wooly 
haunches. Alphis often thought that the walls acted as just another cruel 
reminder of the past. 
"Do we really need to be reminded every single night?" he said under 
his breath, as he turned away from his grotesque image. Alphis belonged 
to the third generation of fall-out children, after the nuclear war of 2065. 
He remembered his grandmother telling him about when The Saved came 
up from the ground, like daffodils in the spring. He had never seen such 
vegetation in the sublevel housing, so he always had to take her word for 
it. 
The commotion that stirred behind him snapped him out of his memory. 
Someone from the back began to push their way toward him, causing the 
other passengers to growl and curse in unison. The smell and squeaky 
voice hinted toward the identity of the agitator. 
"Alphis, Prophet Craven's sermon was amazing this morning," Fizz 
screamed, as he made his way slowly toward him. Alphis was not in the 
mood to hear about Craven's idiotic services on how "revolution" was 
coming. However, he often felt sorry for Fizz and tried his best to indulge 
him over the years, but today he lacked the patience. 
"Sorry, I had better things to do than listen to that three-armed jackass 
spout out nothing but garbage," Alphis said, without even pause in his 
voice. 
"Come on Alphis, God won't save you if you don't listen to prophet. 
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He is our Jesus, after all," Fizz said, as he finally reached his desired spot 
next to Alphis. He had known Fizz since they were children growing up in 
the dark alleys on Sublevel Nine. Fizz lacked every possible human limb 
and crawled through life, like a worm. His extended, green tongue persis-
tently stuck out the side of his mouth and drool was his trademark. Fizz 
also had what The Saved considered type two intelligence, which meant 
he was about as smart as a puddle of raw sewage. 
When Alphis managed to finally check in at the Sanitation Services 
Office in Dome Seven, he breathed a sigh of relief. Once Fizz brought up 
the subject, the lift erupted with declarations of loyalty to Craven and how 
God's light shined in every sublevel. Alphis wanted nothing more than to 
punch every last one of them in the skull, in the hole that would kick-start 
their brain synapses. To make his night even worse, the last functioning 
trash incinerator's sheer weight caused him to hunch over in pain. The 
dome assigned to him that night lacked any signs of life. All the buildings 
had sealed themselves off from the outside world, with their silver armor 
of sliding steel windows. 
"It's like they don't trust us or something," Alphis laughed. The Saved 
really never knew what to make of the few who managed to survive the 
nuclear hell storms. Once they emerged from the shelters, everyone whose 
DNA was not what they called "pure" was forced to work on the domes. 
Then, they experienced the shame of being tucked away under the surface, 
like a horrible secret that the universe just couldn't handle. Every tall, 
white building had the words, "We are the Chosen," inscribed at the top. 
These words often caused Alphis to blindly punch at the walls his parents 
created for these people. His father always told him that God only existed 
above ground and that the people below were left in the cruel tentacles of 
chaos. He remembered his father beating his mother and telling her that 
the few pages of scripture she cherished promised nothing but lies. Alphis 
tried to believe that God loved the sublevel citizens, but over the years his 
faith slowly died. He believed that God, if he did exist, turned his eyes 
away from the sublevels a long time ago. They were now nothing but 
parasites within the Earth's crust. 
Alphis, little by little, made his way around the dome picking up bits of 
paper and snacking on the discarded refuse. When he turned down the last 
dimly lit street, a piercing cry caused him to drop his incinerator. One of 
the steel coverings experienced a malfunction and only managed to close 
halfway. Alphis crawled on his stomach toward the opening and peered 
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into the habitation facility. Under the window, his eyes beheld an infant 
screaming endlessly into the night from his sleeping incubator. Its skin 
was so smooth and the fear in its pale, blue eyes dissipated when Alphis 
caressed its leg with his long claw. His mind gave way to a surge of power 
that erupted within his heart and, for the first time, Alphis reached for 
something higher than any dome in creation. 
Everything from that point on seemed like a drug-induced dream. It all 
happened so quickly that he could barely remember the ground beneath his 
feet. Alphis vaguely recalled seeing Fizz, as he snuck into the secret drain 
pipe that led to the sublevels. He couldn't even remember opening the 
front door to Marta's hovel. All he knew was that he had somehow man-
aged to bring his companion nine levels below the surface without being 
detected by security systems. 
"What was I thinking?" he mumbled down to the infant that suckled on 
his claw. He sat there for about an hour trying to remember what caused 
him to do something so incredibly foolish. Alphis wondered if he had truly 
succumbed to madness. However, he felt so warm, and an unfamiliar sense 
of inner peace caressed his mind. Then, the door creaked open, and Marta 
slithered in with her arms full of food rations. Once she saw Alphis, she 
dropped everything and slid across the floor screeching with joy. 
"Alphis, you're home so early. Did you miss me that much?" Marta 
started to embrace him. She stopped short when she realized what Alphis 
had in his arms. Her emerald, legless figure seemed to twitch in anticipa~ 
tion. She immediately plucked the child from his arms and began to waltz 
around the room with it. The infant squealed with joy. 
"Where did you get such a wonderful thing?" Marta said, as she 
stopped to place the infant in her coiled lower body, which stuck out be-
neath her ragged black dress. 
"It's from the domes. Marta, and we can't mention this to anyone," Al-
phis said, with his usual parental tone. Marta's intelligence level was about 
as high as Fizz's, so Alphis often found himself playing both her father 
and her lover. However, that night, it seemed that those negative thoughts 
vanished in the warmth of the child. This infant stimulated so much joy 
that he couldn't help but think that God really did exist in the sublevels 
and had taken this form to prove it to him. Then a knock rattled the door 
and Alphis motioned for Marta to take the infant into the back room. He 
opened the door slightly to reveal Craven's dark figure and Fizz was at his 
side. 
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"What do you want, you three-armed idiot?" Alp his growled. 
"We have just come for the sacrifice of the revolution, and my loyal 
follower has informed me that you have obtained it for us," Craven said. 
''Leave, before I pull your spine out of your ass," roared Alphis, as he 
slammed the door and ran toward the back room. When he got there, he 
found it covered in blood and the infant's half-eaten corpse was sprawled 
out on the floor. Marta had consumed part of its skull, and she gazed up at 
him in triumph. 
"LookAlphis, I'm pregnant now!" He dropped to his knees and deli-
cately scooped up the tiny remains. Alphis wept uncontrollably, because 
now he knew for certain that his father had been right all along. 
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Eternal Autumn 
F aisal Adama 
Patrick, never did I feel horror like I did that day, never before, and 
never since. The color of the sky was a foreboding crimson, as the sun set 
over the ancient battlements. The cold air from the north greeted me with a 
chill, as I climbed the tower to watch the sun set. The chilling wind echoed 
through the gnarled boughs of the ancient trees, as the moon stood still, 
bleak and devoid of life. Through rotting brown leaves, the echoes of the 
mocking crows sent chills up my spine, as if ushering in darkness, from 
the twisted nether. It had been six years and I still had horrific nightmar~ 
from the Great War. I was in my prime then, thirty-two, and the new Count 
of Acre. My family had lorded over these lands for the last nine hundred 
years. My father had passed away, giving me the title and the curse. 
Seven hundred years ago, my family invaded the lands of Count Ivan. 
According to legend, he was believed to be a warlock in league with the 
devil. He brought unnatural suffering to his serfs. Fearing excomrnunica, 
tion from the Pope, the King ordered my ancestor Dmitri to invade Ivan's 
lands. My family had the best knights in the country. After three weeks, 
Ivan's knights were run off the cliffs, horses and all. 
Count Ivan was accused of witchery, and there was much evidence 
against him. In his castle were found many foul things, including po-
tions of unknown origin, and pagan tomes of old. Even his servants spoke 
against him for the evils he committed against them. The law of the land 
was swift and harsh. Count Ivan could have been imprisoned in one of his 
towers until the end of his days for the evils he committed, but he deserved 
the worst punishment. He was sentenced to be flayed alive. 
His skin was made into leather and used in tomes, wallets, and other 
things that survive to this day. It was not unnatural for a skinned man to 
still be alive a few hours after the ordeal; Ivan raised one trembling hand 
and made a queer sign with his fingers. He let forth a hiss, "By the wrath 
of Beelzebub, I curse thee to eternal damnation. Thy bodies will wither 
like dead leaves, for every third generation of the house of Barayev will 
be severed from the living and bound by shadow. Storm, earth, and fire 
heed my call. Let each grain of sand put time to the test. Follow thy path 
through endless gloom, and in shadow fall with all your power and glory. 
For in the final hour, you shall all die." After uttering those words, his 
head was severed. 
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His shrieking and cursing can still be heard randomly on any given 
day. The curse he made upon my family did not take effect until a hun-
dred years later. Since then, every first born of every third generation of 
the house of Barayev succumbed to illness before they came of age. This 
curse had not ceased when I was born. Many in my family believed me to 
be the last; however, something had been brewing in the castle walls. 
There was a presence that was stronger than it had ever been. Even the 
servants were afraid to come out after dark. They had been warned to stay 
away from the forbidden room. However, just the other day, one of the 
unfortunate domestics came too near the forbidden room. She had a full 
bladder and walked towards the dark, cold hallway, and into the dismal 
bathrooms of the servant quarters. I must admit, I had never heard a shriek 
like that day. Even on the battlefield where all types of sounds could be 
heard. I had never heard a sound so dreadful. When I said battlefield noise, 
I meant the cries of men being burnt alive and artillery dismembering bod-
ies, and men lying on the ground, gasping for air, while still grasping their 
internal organs in their hands. The poor woman could not even talk. She 
just stared into nothingness with the same blank expression. Her face was 
so devoid of life that one would think she was a life-sized porcelain doll. 
Her beauty was vibrant with life, but at the same time, the light within the 
eyes of every living thing was missing from hers. Her eyes were as dead 
as the rocks that make this castle desolate. 
Ever since this incident, I could not help but pull family records to 
learn more about this ancient blight. What in the world had made this 
young woman so frightened that she was more dead than alive? This, 
however, was not the only incident. The servants had been telling stories 
of bed covers being ripped from their beds, whispers in the dark, and a 
dark, unseen, faceless presence. The castle itself seems to cringe when 
night falls. The moisture from the ancient battlements seeps like dribbles 
of blood. 
The records all led to one conclusion: the forbidden room. This cham-
ber has not been opened for five hundred years. For it is said that the day 
it is opened, all my family would perish and the house of Barayev would 
die. The records hold almost no information of what is contained within 
the chamber. The only clue that it holds is this: "Beware of the shadow en-
cased in flame. At the end of the corridor lies a door; for those who cease 
to breathe no more, bound by shadow and flame he waits, at the end of the 
hall, where he draws light from the soul. No mercy has he in his shriveled 
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heart, only the will to destroy the house of Barayev, and in darkness to 
bind them." 
These forces were far beyond my understanding. I knew of this 
curse and all the stories that followed. However, I did not know how to 
lift it, for many generations before me have tried and failed. Although I 
knew nothing of the supernatural, I knew that you could help me. We have 
served together during the war, and you are well schooled in the arts of the 
supernatural and the occult. I need you to help me finish this, lest it con-
sumes me. 
There was a pause, as Patrick Galloway let all the information sink 
in. He let forth a sharp breath, and with a strong Scottish accent said. 
"I understand, my friend. Since I walked into this castle, I felt a 
very strong presence. This is very unnatural indeed. It will take time and 
it will be very dangerous. But hopefully, if we succeed, we will put this to 
rest. However, if we fail, death would be a better path for us to choose, lest 
we be immersed into a never ending nightmare." 
Nicolas looked at Patrick uneasily. 
"What do you mean? I cannot risk the lives of my family for this 
curse." 
"Nicolas, · we will be in a fate worse than hell. What many people 
don't understand is that there are different planes of existence. There has 
always been a war between light and dark ... " 
Before Patrick could finish his sentence, all of a sudden the castle 
seemed to grow around them, as an eerie darkness filled the library. 
"I think we best talk about this first thing in the morning," Patrick 
said, as he closed his eyes and muttered some perplexing words. The room 
seemed to get warmer as the shadow retreated back into the walls. 
"Nicolas, this Ivan was a very evil man, and he worshipped a 
pagan demon. This might be out of my league. But, we will try our best. 
For tonight, you will sleep well, for I have cast a prayer of light. Think no 
more of this until tomorrow." Both men forced down the last bit of vodka 
they were drinking and retired to their chambers. 
As the rays of the sun bathed the room in a golden aura, Nicolas 
opened his eyes. It had been so long since he had such a peaceful rest. The 
glow from the sun felt euphoric, as if he were truly in a land of golden 
light. He arose from his bed and went to the dining hall, where all types of 
foods were set out for him and his guest. Patrick joined him soon after, and 
both men fell in a long conversation about their experiences together in the 
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lrenches. 
Later that afternoon, Patrick and Nicolas sat in the library and 
started discussing about the curse. 
"The curse itself can be lifted; however, like I said, it will take 
some time. We will have to have access to this room. Anything is possible, 
so you have to prepare yourself today, mind and body," Patrick said. 
Nicolas was determined to end the curse once and for all and would do 
anything it took. 
"What do I have to do, Patrick?" 
Patrick looked and smiled at his friend. 
"The best thing to do is to just prepare your mind for what is to 
come. There will be many things that you may see tonight that will haunt 
you forever. Have faith in God and strengthen your will. Now I am going 
to retire and meditate and prepare the artifacts I have brought. The next 
time I will see you will be at dusk. Prepare yourself." 
Patrick went to his room to get prepared. He gathered all the artifacts 
he had acquired through his travels around the world, many of which were 
ancient relics. He communed with the spirit world and fell into a coma-
like trance, calling to him as many good spirits as he could. He woke up 
from the trance as the sun started setting over the hills. The color of the 
sky was amber and foreboding. He took his best artifact, which was an 
ancient druidic crystal of the earth mother. With the artifacts in a briefcase, 
be made his way to the main hall. He found Nicolas waiting for him. 
"Are you ready?" he asked Nicolas. 
"Yes, I am. I feel at peace." 
''Then we shall see," replied Patrick. 
"Here is the key to the room," said Nicolas. "It has been handed down 
through the generations to every heir of the house of Barayev, but never 
used." 
The men made their way down to the room. Nicolas put the key in the 
lock. It was very hard to open the door because it had not been touched for 
ages; however, they managed to partially open it. The door creaked and a 
gust of ancient air greeted them. The light partially flooded the window-
less room, outlining torches along the walls. Nicolas and Patrick lighted 
the torches, not knowing what they would find. 
The room itself was small and covered with dust. The floor was littered 
with papers, as if there had been a struggle. There was an ancient desk and 
a chair full of books and scrolls. The walls of the room were covered in 
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runes and ancient symbols. The runes had been carved into the stone. 
"What is this?" asked Nicolas. 
Patrick recognized some of the runes and quickly understood what the 
room was used for. To their horror, in one corner of the room was a mum-
mified corpse enchained, kneeling on the ground. 
"What in the world is that?" Nicolas asked in horror. 
"This room was used to lift the curse. However, I believe that one of 
your ancestors who tried to lift the curse failed. As you can see, there 
seems to have been a struggle and the room was abandoned in a hurry." 
"But what about the corpse?" exclaimed Nicolas. 
"Whoever tried to lift the curse tried it through black magic. The corpse 
probably belongs to an unfortunate servant; it was meant to be a sacrificial 
offering. There were many sorcerers in this area during the middle ages. 
I believe that your ancestor was trying to hide the fact that he tried us-
ing black magic against black magic to lift the curse. Before we start the 
incantations we need to clean this room." 
The men delicately picked up the ancient scrolls and papers that were 
littering the ground and stacked them in a pile. Patrick covered the mum-
mified corpse with a blanket and lit candles and incense to call upon the 
spirit world. All of a sudden the room grew cold and dark despite the light 
from the torches. There seemed to be a sinister presence around them. 
All of a sudden they caught a flicker of movement from the shadows, a 
flash of scarlet. Their quarry was with them. The specter was engulfed in 
shadow, which seemed to encase a scarlet flame. The apparition let out a 
how ling shriek and a deep commanding voice boomed out, carrying with 
it a disconcerting chill. 
"What madness brings you within my lair, mortals?" 
"I believe you already know," answered Patrick calmly, raising the 
druidic crystal orb before him. 
The air around seemed to breathe with life as the figure stepped out 
from the shadows. The specter was that of a man lacking skin. Where 
the lower jaw was supposed to be was nothing, as if it had been violently 
ripped out from the skull. Blood dripped on the ground as the figure 
menacingly looked at the two. Its limbs glistened with blood that cascaded 
down its form. Its eye socket was empty with malevolence. 
"Then come and claim it," commanded the demon. 
Although nearly frightened to death, Patrick's face remained the same, 
serious and calm, although the contours of his body suggested otherwise. 
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The specter lunged at Nicolas menacingly, but Patrick leapt to his side. 
Patrick held the crystal orb in front of the spirit as it started shrieking. He 
started chanting in a different tongue. 
"Ash nazg durbatuluk, ash nazg grimbatul, agh burzhim il krimpatu ... " 
Before he could finish the incantation, the specter, in pain, lunged at him, 
and dematerialized. In a flurry of blinding light, everything seemed to 
godark. When the sun rose the next day, the fog had lifted, allowing the 
sun to shine freely on the castle. The sunlight streamed through the linen 
curtains and shined on Nicolas' face. As he opened his eyes, pain rushed 
tunediately to greet him, and he cried out, putting his hand to his head as 
the headache tore its way through his brain. He lay on his back, staring at 
the ceiling, his vision slightly clarifying, but the pain remained. It was an 
effort to move, and eventually, with aching bones and tender muscles, he 
turned over and rose up, hands still clasped to his head. To his surprise, he 
was in his room. 
"How in the world did I get here?'' he asked himself. He thought that 
be had dreamt of the event which had not yet come to pass. "Well, I might 
as well get ready for today." 
He struggled out of bed and made his way to the shower. As the warm 
water relaxed him, the door of the bathroom opened. He yelled to the maid 
that he was in the bathroom, but it seemed as though she could not hear 
him. There was a look of surprise on her face when she saw the shower 
on. As she opened the shower curtain, Nicolas became angry and forced 
the curtain back and yelled. The maid ran out of the room in terror because 
the curtain moved. Disturbed, Nicolas got out of the shower and put on 
his bathrobe. He ran down the elegant stairs and yelled, "What's going 
on here?'' but no one seemed to hear him. He walked over to the kitchen, 
where all the servants were. They all seemed sad, and did not seem to 
notice Nicolas. 
"What kind of dream is this?" Nicolas yelled. But he was only greeted 
by silence. He walked over to the dining room table, waiting to wake up 
from this nightmare. On the table he noticed a newspaper and started read-
ing it and felt no more. 
Today's News -The Count of Acre, Nicolas Efimovic Barayev, was 
found dead, along with a friend in his castle. The cause of death is not yet 
known; however, given the two men's ages, it appears they both died of 
heart failure. The bodies were found yesterday early in the morning by a 
caretaker. Not much is known about the secretive Count. However, he is 




"What are you doing home this late?" the mother asked as she put on 
her robe and tried to wipe off the tears from her face. 
The son looked down at his watch. "It's my life!" 
"That's what you think," the mother said, as her eyes filled up with 
tears again. 
The son looked around the room and then sat on a chair. "Of course 
that's what I think. You, you can't tell me what to do. You can't tell me at 
what time to come home. You can't ... " 
"I can't what? I'm still your mother and you still live under my roof!" 
The son rubbed his eyes, stood up from the chair, and started to walk 
towards his room. 
"Come back here, I'm not finished!" 
The son ignored his mother's words and kept on walking. He tripped 
over the sofa, then into the magazine rack, and into the wall leading to the 
hallway. 
"Come back, I said. Look at me when I'm talking to you." 
The son stopped walking, but he didn't tum around to look at his 
mother. 
"What for? I don't need to see you cry again. I was late! So what? Why 
do you have to make a big deal about it? Why do you always have to make 
a big deal about everything?" 
"Don't go to your room. I need you here when the ambulance comes." 
What the son didn't know was that the next time he saw his father he 
would be wearing a black suit with a zipper, going from his toenails to his 
bald head. 
"You can take him now," one of the police officers told the paramedics. 
"What the fuck?" the son screamed as he saw people in white and 
green scrubs carry his father's body across the hallway that led to the 
living room. He rushed out of his bedroom, crying, while he watched the 
movie set of his own horror film right in the front door of his house. "Can 
anybody tell me what the fuck is going on here? He can't breathe like 
that!" 
"Your father was shot, tonight, before you came home," the mother told 
the son. 
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"How? W-why Dad? Why would anyone wanna hurt him?" 
"We were watching a movie and I heard the window shatter. Then, I 
saw the blood ... " 
"Excuse me Mrs ... " one of the officers interrupted. 
"Trevor." 
"Mrs. Trevor, we are done for tonight. Is there anything else I can do 
for you?" 
"No, we'll be fine, thank you." 
"Wait!" the son screamed as the paramedics put his father's body in the 
ambulance. "Where are you taking him?" 
"We need to perform some further investigation. Hopefully, it won't be 
long." 
The son went inside the house. He looked down, a successful attempt to 
escape his mother's eyes. He definitely didn't want to answer any ques-
tions. He didn't want to talk about it. He needed to go to his room and 
forget about everything. 
Still outside, one of the doctors went up to the mother. "I want to see 
your son in the hospital first thing tomorrow," he told her. 
In his room the son dug under his bed. He moved his skateboard and 
some other stuff to the side and grabbed his childhood coin collection 
from the back of the bed. In the same box, at the bottom of the pile, he 
found a small bag of white, memory eraser in powder form. 
The following morning, when they arrived at the hospital, they found 
not one, but two, doctors waiting for them, "Please, come in." one of 
them said. They followed the doctors through a long crowded hallway. 
The sound of the ambulances coming in and out with wounded patients 
brought back every memory, still fresh, from the previous night. 
At the end of the hallway they made a left, and then, straight to a reclin-
ing chair where the son fell, like a trap set at the end of a maze. A nurse 
tied a rubber string around his left arm. 
"Wait! What are you doing?" the son screamed as he untied the string. 
"We need to run some tests, it's a regular procedure," one of the doc-
tors answered. 
The nurse grabbed another rubber string and started to tie it around the 
son's arm. 
The son quickly moved his arm away. "You are not testing my blood!" 
he said as he stood up from the chair and ran towards the door. His mother, 
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who was standing near the exit, grabbed his arm and pulled him back into 
the room. "What do you think you are doing? You are not going anywhere 
until you have had your blood taken!" 
"We'll see about that," the son said as he tried to run away from his 
mother again. 
"Sit back on that chair. Now!" 
The son sat back on the chair. His face looked like it was ready to ex-
plode. His eyes were teary, but he ground his teeth to avoid crying. No-
body spoke for the next ten minutes. 
"The results should come back in twenty-four hours," one of the doc-
tors told the mother before she left the room with her son. 
"We'll contact you as soon as we have them," the other doctor added. 
"Thank you for your help, and I'm sorry for the inconvenience." 
That night, the son dug under his bed, moved the skateboard and the 
other stuff to the side, grabbed the box with the coins and reached for his 
small bag of powder fantasy. I know I put it here last time. Desperately, he 
emptied the box on the bed, so the coins wouldn't make a sound. It wasn't 
there. His only remedy for fighting his demons was replaced with a note. 
"If you don't want to be an orphan, you know what to do." 
"Dinner's ready," the mother screamed from the kitchen. 
"I'm coming. I'm c-corning, mom." 
The son hid the note in the same box and rapidly put everything back 
the way it was before he left for the kitchen. 
"Is everything OK?" 
"Yes, yes mom. Everything's fine." 
"Hello?" 
"Hello, Mrs. Trevor?" 
"Yes, this is she." 
"Hi, this is Cindy from the Regional Hospital; the results for your son's 
blood test are ready to be picked up." 
"Okay, thank you. Until what time are you open today?" 
"I'll be here 'til seven, but I was given specific instructions that you 
should come as soon as possible and, preferably, alone." 
The mother rushed to the hospital, while her son slept in his room. 
"Good morning, Mrs. Trevor." One of the doctors greeted her. 
"Good morning ... I came as soon as I could. Is there anything wrong?" 
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"Come, let's talk in my office." 
Inside the doctor's office, the set-up looked like a press conference. 
Only without press. The same two doctors, three police officers, and a 
representative from the FBI bombarded her with questions before she even 
managed to sit down. They assessed her life like one of those question-
naire tests in women's magazines. 
"Have you noticed anything different in your son these past few 
months?" 
"Does he seem tired or overly excited at times?" 
"Is he experiencing random mood changes?" 
"Has he spent more money than usual?" 
"Do you know where he goes when he goes out?" 
Enough! She thought. 
Based on her points, she was a horrible mother, whose son not only 
consumed illegal drugs, but also ran his successful business. 
The FBI started investigating the case over a year ago, when they found 
a similar scenario. An unexplained murder, followed by a young teenager 
addicted to cocaine. It seemed like a regular collection call. But, in all 
these cases, the under-aged dealers claimed to have no debt. The mothers, 
on the other hand, could not say the same for themselves. It was easy to 
use their sons as dealers. It only took two people to pass as the real provid-
ers. The rest came alone. The mothers made sure these two young men 
knew where their sons were at all times and were notified of every transac-
tion. 
The murders? You may ask. The victims just knew too much. 
"Your son will be sent to a rehabilitation clinic for a year. And you, Mrs. 
Trevor, I'll see you in court." 
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Don't Walk Away 
Patricia Palumbo 
It had been well over an hour, but none of them even noticed. Only 
Julie did, as she stared from the kitchen at her three daughters, Chrissie, 
Katie, and Libby, sitting together in the large, but lately empty, living 
room of the house where they had grown up. Julie couldn't tear her eyes 
away from the scene in front of her, amazed as always that her kids got 
along so well now as adults, after their childhood years full of hair-pulling 
and tattling on each other. The holidays were almost here, and the bright, 
colorful lights of the family's twelve-foot Christmas tree lit up the living 
room and sparkled almost as brilliantly as her daughters' smiles. 
Christina was almost thirty now, and lived in the next town over with 
her husband. Katie was twenty-five, and spent her days and nights work-
ing at the local hospital. At twenty-one years old, Libby was the baby of 
the family, though she never acted it, and was home for a few weeks, on 
break from a university halfway across the country. 
The three sisters sat Indian-style on the floor of their parents' living 
room, talking, and every few minutes an explosion of laughter erupted and 
spread throughout the rest of the enormous house. It had been weeks since 
they got to sit and catch up with one another and each of them cherished 
the rare time together .. 
The washing machine buzzed, and Julie felt like she was being dis-
turbed during the best scene of her favorite movie. She left the kitchen, 
and left the girls in the next room to talk, without her watching in on them. 
She smiled as she pulled the clothes out of the wash and heard the mum-
bled sounds of the girls chatting loudly in the living room. With that first 
load of clothes in the dryer, Julie began yet another one. She loved feeling 
like a mother again, with kids to pick up after and loads of laundry to do. 
The detergent was just about to drip out of the cap and into washing 
machine, when Julie noticed a small, crumbled, white piece of paper stuck 
at the bottom. It looked like a bunch of numbers, possibly a phone num-
ber, but the ink was too wet to tell for sure. She figured she forgot to check 
the girls' pockets before washing, and God only knows how many men 
gave her beautiful daughters their numbers, hoping for a call someday. She 
froze for a second, when she remembered the load she had just finished 
was full of only her husband's clothes. 
"How long has that been left in there?" she thought to herself before 
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wandering back into the kitchen and back into view of her daughters. 
They were quieter now, and in the midst of some pretty serious talk, as 
Julie watched all three of them leaning into one another, probably sharing 
all their latest secrets, just like they used to do. 
The girls each saw their mother walk back into the kitchen and smiled 
ather, grateful that she was far enough away, so she wouldn't see the tears 
welling up in each of their eyes. 
"Well, what the fuck did you do?'' whispered Libby, the youngest of the 
three. 
"What do you mean, what did I do? Nothing! I was in shock!" said 
Chrissie. She had just shared with her sisters what she'd heard last week-
end, when she was out with their father at a local piano bar. 
The smoke-filled room was packed as Chrissie sat close to her father, 
Tom. The beautiful, black grand piano in the center of the bar stood sec-
ond only to the sounds corning from it. The piano man worked the keys, 
and Chrissie sipped on her martini, while her father drank his usual, scotch 
on the rocks. 
Chrissie noticed that her father seemed somewhat tense that night, 
and his eyes darted wildly every time he had to order something from the 
menu. The waitress seemed to notice it too, as she patted Torn's hand when 
be stumbled over his words. Torn stared at his daughter, quickly stood up, 
and put a fifty dollar bill on the table. 
"I'm not feeling well, Chrissie. How 'bout we go horne?'' said Torn, as 
the waitress stomped off to close their tab. 
Chrissie nodded, worried about her dad. What happened next was over 
in an instant, but Chrissie knew her mind would never stop replaying it. 
"Here's your change, Torn," said the waitress. Then she leaned in close, 
too close, to whisper in Torn's ear. "Don't bother leaving a tip. I don't need 
your money, or your excuses, or you. We're over. Hope you and your wife 
bave a lovely time over the holidays." 
The walk out of the bar to the car was a blur, and the rest of the world 
spun around her as Chrissie's feet carried her heavy heart to the car. 
"So, what did Dad do?'' Libby asked, yanking Chrissie out of the 
memory. 
"I don't know. The same thing I did, I guess, walked away." 
The girls held hands and sat together in silence. They heard their 
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mother's precious voice, singing a Christmas song as she folded the last of 
the laundry. 
The girls stood and walked to the laundry room. Each of their heads 
pounded and their hearts began to break at the thought of their father be-
traying their mother. 
Julie shut the door of the dryer and turned around to see her three 
daughters. She picked up the damp piece of paper that she had found in 
the wash earlier and held it out for the girls to see, before placing it on the 
counter to dry. 
"I'm assuming this came out of one of your pockets when I did your 
laundry. It's probably garbage, but it looks like a phone number was writ-
ten on here," said Julie, while she scanned the room to make sure every-
thing was in its place. "I'm off to bed. If you hear the garage open, don't 
get worried. Your father's been working late a lot lately. He should be 
home soon." 
Julie kissed each of them goodnight and walked up to bed alone. The 
girls looked at each other through tearful eyes, and one of them felt rage 
burning inside. Libby was the first to grab the washed up piece of paper, 
and prayed that she wouldn't recognize the number. Someone deserved a 
phone call, and unlike Chrissie, Libby was not about to just walk away. 
Libby's hands shook as she reached for the phone. Her mind wasn't 
completely convinced that she was doing the right thing, but her fingers re-
belled anyway, dialing the seven-digit number that oozed with filth. Libby 
had memorized it so long ago, and every inch of her being remembered 
it. Her stomach twisted into knots, and her heart pounded in her chest and 
begged her to stop, for they both knew the pain that was about to erupt. 
She held her breath and squeezed her eyes shut tightly. Libby felt like she 
was ten years old again on the playground, waiting for the neighborhoo4 
bully's iron fist to make contact with her face. Libby remembered her 
sisters running off to cry silently, instead of fighting with her, and just like 
then, Libby knew she had stand up for herself, and her sisters, who never 
could do it themselves. 
The phone stopped ringing, and Libby was ready for the pain to hit 
more than ever. 
"Hello?" 
Libby wanted to scream as she heard the sweet, delicate voice that 
cleverly disguised a monster behind it. "Are you working at a piano bar 
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now, Tracy?" 
"Urn, Who ... Who is this?" 
"You don't remember my voice? Gosh. Has it been that long? What, 
only ten years or so? Meet me there in a few minutes. I'm afraid we need 
to talk." 
Libby slammed the phone down hard, only to pick it back up and make 
one more call before heading to the piano bar. 
"Tom here," said the voice that had fooled her in the past, but would 
not be able to this time. 
"Dad, it's Libby. We need to talk." 
"What's the matter? Are you all right? Where are you? 
Libby ignored his worried questions. "I'm fine. Can we meet for lunch? 
How about the piano bar in town? Do you know where that is?" Tom 
didn't hear the accusations in his daughter's voice, but he saw it in her 
eyes the moment he stepped into the piano bar. She glared at him from a 
comer booth, as she sat talking to a waitress she hadn't seen in years. 
In every family, there's a deep, dark secret, too heartbreaking to ever be 
talked about in more than a whisper. At least, that's what Libby told her-
self ever since she first found out about her Dad and his affair with Tracy. 
The day that changed her life occurred when she was ten years old. Her 
father held her on his lap, one hand tightly around her tiny shoulders and 
the other holding an ice-pack to her swollen eye. She looked up at him, 
and despite the tears, she saw him clearly for the first time. 
"Bobby Jenks said his mom saw you kissing a blonde bimbo and that 
you don't love Mommy anymore," Libby said. "I told him you do love 
Mommy. Then Bobby said Mommy's a bimbo too. What's a bimbo, 
Daddy?" 
Tom was speechless. He knew there were no words that would ever 
take away the pain he caused his baby girl. He began talking, not knowing 
what to say, but hoping that somehow, someday, his young daughter would 
forgive him. Libby hoped she would too. 
"I don't understand, I. . .I think I hate you now, Daddy. But I know I 
love Mommy. Yep, I do. And I love her too much to tell her. 'Cuz she'd 
hate you too. Will you be a good Dad from now on, Daddy? Please?" 
He pulled her in close, and tears fell down both their faces. He couldn't 
believe how much he had almost just lost because of that "bimbo". But, 
that "bimbo" was Tracy, and she loved him. It was unfortunate, but he 
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knew he loved her too. 
"I want to see her, Daddy, I want to see her and I want to tell her to 
leave you and Mommy alone. And if she doesn't, then I'll have to get 
Mommy to tell her." 
Tom didn't know how a ten-year old, with bouncing curls and big blue 
eyes could be so tough. He set up a meeting with Tracy and his daughter, 
and young Libby stood her ground as firmly as she could in her hot pink 
Barbie sneakers. 
Tom and Libby arrived at home hand-in-hand after meeting with Tracy 
for the first time ten years ago. But, after their second meeting, just days 
before Thanksgiving, Libby refused to let Tom come home ever again. She 
might have been a ten-year-old when she made her threats, but she meant 
what she said. The holidays sure weren't turning out the way Libby ex-
pected, but she knew that at last, she'd be able to be thankful for the truth, 
even if she couldn't be thankful for a Daddy who loved her Mommy. 
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Just Another Day On the Moon 
John A. Deering 
I very slowly started to wake up. Within a few seconds, I could tell 
that I was lying down on my bed, gazing up at the ceiling. I wasn't sure if 
I'd just had any dreams, but if I had, they were fading away now. 
I was lying in bed, under the covers, staring at the fan on my ceil-
ing. As I laid around, nearly asleep, the only things I paid attention to were 
the five blades of the fan whirling around and around and around. I kept 
lying in bed, feeling like there was no such thing as time; that I might be 
able to lie around forever and never have to get up. 
I yawned, stretched, and jumped out of bed. I had to do it some-
time. I stopped to take a look at myself in the mirror. My hair was a wreck. 
My clothes looked like they'd been slept in. As far as I could tell right 
now, I didn't have my period today. My stomach felt like Hell, though, for 
other reasons. As I stared at the mirror, I took a real look at what I was - 8 
months away from turning 15. 
I walked away from the mirror, and hopped into the shower. I 
stayed in the shower for 20 minutes, feeling the hot water refresh me and 
wake me up. By the time I was done getting clean, I was smiling and in a 
good mood. 
After putting on clean clothes, I walked into the kitchen, smiling 
and humming a song. Mom was busy making toast, and she looked at me 
with a grumble. "What are you so happy about?" 
I shrugged my shoulders and said "I don't know. Just life." 
"Yeah, you forgotten that we're on the moon, kid?" 
When I heard that, I had to stop and think about it. It was true - me 
and my mom were both on the moon. Today marked the exact three-week 
pmversary of that bizarre, weird day when my entire city block had spon-
taneously and inexplicably floated off the ground and brought itself to the 
moon. 
But, I didn't have to think about this now. "Hey, I was wondering 
aomething," I said, and I immediately felt the subject change, and what 
Mom had just said become forgotten. "You think I could stay over at Liz's 
tonight?" 
She shook her head immediately. "No. You're not going to Liz's." 
I stomped my right foot on the ground and said "Uhh! MOM!" 
She shook her head. "I've never met Liz's Mom. You know the 
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rule, I have to meet their Moms first." 
"Oh my GOD, Mom, this is so not fair." I stomped my foot on the 
ground again and walked away. 
I pulled out my cell phone and started to make a call while walk-
ing into the bathroom. After a couple of rings, I heard Liz pick up and say 
"Hello?" 
"Hey Liz," I said 
"Oh! Hey!" Liz said. "What's up?" 
"Nothing, like, my Mom's being evil. What are you guys doing 
today? 
"Oh, uh, Bobby's over, but, like, he has to go soon." 
I nodded my head and said "Tsk, yeaaah, yeaaah." I clicked off the 
bathroom light, then walked away from the bathroom, not saying much. 
Several seconds later, I was at the back door of my house. The vertical 
blinds were covering the back door completely, so I had to pull them away 
with my hands to be able to see anything out there. 
I stepped outside, and I saw, with my own two eyes, that I was on 
the moon. 
I smiled. 
I started giggling. 
My giggling turned into all-out laughter as my face went stiff and 
numb. 
We were all on the inoon. 
We were all on the moon. My whole city block had been taken 
here three weeks ago. For no reason. No reason whatsoever. And me and 
my friends and everyone else I knew were just acting all casual about this, 
like it was no big deal, like we could all just keep going with our normal 
lives and never have to think about this. 
I didn't say a word. I could hear sounds on the other end of the cell 
phone, people shuffling and knocking into things and giggling, so I could 
tell that Liz was still on the line. I didn't talk to her; I just stared at the 
gray, rocky ground of the moon that was right outside my house. 
Any time anyone stopped to think about how insane this situation 
was, the only thing anyone could ever do was smile and laugh and think it 
was funny. 
Knowing that, some day, people would eventually have to get 
around to seriously talking about this. 
Okay, that was enough of that! Not something I wanted to think 
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about right now! I walked away from the back door, and started heading 
off to my room again. The vertical blinds fell right back into place, and I 
didn't have to see anything outside. I felt that insane feeling of normalcy 
settling back into place, all those crazy thoughts and feelings forgotten 
again. 
"Whoaaa," I said, shaking my head. 
"What, what's so funny?" Liz asked 
"Oh, uh, nothing, I was just thinking about stuff. It was nothing." 
I walked into my room to start braiding my hair. Liz and I spent the 
entire next half hour talking about boyfriends and parents - no need to talk 
about this whole moon thing, not today. No, it was just another average 
day for me. 
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Dead On 
David Fleisher 
Editor's note: "Dead On" was produced in March 2004 at Theatre Three in 
Port Jefferson, New York 
SETTING: A split stage, TOM's apartment, and EILEEN's apartment 
AT RISE: LIGHTS UP on both apartments, as PHONE RINGS, EI-
LEEN answers 
EILEEN 
This is Eileen. 
TOM 
Is this Eileen? 
EILEEN 
Why, yes, is this Tom? 
TOM 
This is Tom. 
EILEEN 




I'm glad you called. 
TOM 
I take it Sarah mentioned me to you? 
EILEEN 
She told me you and I were dead on for each other. 
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TOM 
She told me the same thing. Absolutely dead on. 
Ell..EEN 
Sarah's an old friend of mine. We were in elementary school together. 
TOM 
You and Sarah are friends, I presume? 
EILEEN 
We go all the way back to elementary school. 
TOM 




Sarah's my sister's best friend. 
EILEEN 
So how did you meet Sarah? 
TOM 
Through my sister. 
EILEEN 




I was so tempted to call you first, but I'm kind of shy. I still think it's the 
boy's responsibility. Sort of conservative that way. 
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TOM 
I'm pretty liberal. 
EILEEN 
Just out of curiosity, are you liberal or conservative? 
TOM 
Liberal democrat my whole life. 
EILEEN 
Me too! My guess is you're a democrat. Am I right? 
TOM 
My whole life. 
EILEEN 
I could just spit on the National Rifle Association. 
TOM 
Hate the NRA! 
EILEEN 





EILEEN and TOM (Together) 
Dead on! 
EILEEN 
Anyway, I take the train to work every day, and I swear .... 
TOM 
(Interrupting) 
... Do you by any chance take the train to work? 
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EILEEN 
I think I saw you at the Mulberry Hill stop. 
TOM 
Does your train by any chance stop at Mulberry Hill? 
EILEEN 
I'm sure it was you. Right there at Mulberry Hill. 
TOM 






What a riot! I'm average height. I have dark hair. Sometimes I dye it 
green. 
TOM 
How tall are you, if you don't mind my asking? 
EILEEN 
Not too tall, not too short. My friends tell me I'm the perfect height. 
TOM 




Great! Is it true that blondes have more fun? 
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EILEEN 
What do you look like? 
TOM 
My skin has scales on it, and yellow pus oozes out of my ears in the morn-
ing. 
EILEEN 
You're not like conceited, are you? 
TOM 
No way. I only get in heat during the rutting season. 
EILEEN 
I was born and raised right here in Stonington. 
TOM 

















I just moved here from California. 
EILEEN 
How 'bout you? You lived here in Stonington your whole life too? 
TOM 
I come from California. 
EILEEN 
With a banjo on your knee? 
TOM 
Ever been out west? 
EILEEN 
I went to Park City, Utah to ski. 
TOM 







What a riot! The people are like so nice. I love it there! 
TOM 
Did you like it? 
EILEEN 
Loved it. 
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Did you like it? 
Loved it. 







Speaking of banjos, I went to Alabama a lot when I was growing up. 
EILEEN 
Do I detect a slight southern accent? 
TOM 
My parents are from Alabama. 
EILEEN 




What a riot! 
TOM 




Like ... so funny! 
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EILEEN 
Isn't what funny? 
TOM 
What I just said. 
EILEEN 
What did you just say? 
TOM 
I don't mean to say this, or maybe I do, but I really don't like having to 
repeat myself so much. 
EILEEN 
Itfeels like we're beginning to hit it off. I mean, we have so much in 
common. Thank you, Sarah! 
TOM 
Let's thank Sarah, shall we?! 
TOM and EILEEN (Together) 
Dead on, Sarah! 
EILEEN 
Listen, I know this is going to sound like ... corny and old-fashioned but 
before I go out with someone, I like ... like to know a little about his back-
ground. Mind if I like ask you a few questions? 
TOM 
Listen, feel free to ask me whatever you want. I don' t mind, really I don't. 
You should probably know something right off the bat: I'm a convicted 
rapist, and my guidance counselor in high school said I had the potential to 
become a talented serial killer. 
EILEEN 
Great! Where are your parents from? 






Say, know what they call the Alabama football team? 
EILEEN 

















Isn't that a funny name for a football team? 
TOM 
Just what the hell is a Crimson Tide? 
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EILEEN 
Say, you like movies? 
TOM 




Would you like to go see a movie with me sometime? 
EILEEN 




Not so fast. 
TOM 
I'm really glad I called you. 
EILEEN 
I was just thinking the same thing. I mean, I know how hard it can be 
for a guy to call a girl he doesn't know. It's awkward. Will she think I 
sound nervous? Will she think I sound stupid? Will she think I'm some 
sort of horrible person ... like a rapist or something. It's hard, believe me, 
I know. But you just seem to say the right things. I ... well, I know this 
is going to sound overly sentimental but ... I already feel close to you, I 
mean, in a way. 
TOM 
It's really weird but I feel like I've known you for a long time. 
EILEEN 
You know, it's one thing to talk to someone on the phone. Quite another 
to meet that same person on the street. I guess what I'm trying to say is, 
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I'm looking forward to meeting you in person. 
TOM 
Well, I told you my background. What's yours? 
EILEEN 
Tom, I've got a few skeletons in my closet. 
TOM 
I really shouldn't pry. I'm sorry. 
EILEEN 
Just a few. 
TOM 
No skeletons in your closet, are there? Hal Just kidding! 
EILEEN 









When did you cut your parents up? 
TOM 
When I was twelve years old. 
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EILEEN 
Get out! Me too! 
TOM 
Swear to God? 
EILEEN 
Would I lie about something like that, Tom? 
TOM 
You know, that's another thing I really like about you. You're like ... hon-
est. 
EILEEN 
We're both honest, and I think that's like really important. I just hate it 
when people try to impress each other. 
TOM 




I feel like I can be myself around you. 
EILEEN 
Do you really? 'Cause I feel the same way. I mean, the last thing I want 
is for you to feel like you have to be a certain way around me. You know, 






Would you like to get together tonight? Never mind, I'm rushing you. 
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EILEEN 
Not at all. I'd love to go out tonight. My address is 732 North Palm Av-
enue. 
TOM 
Great! Maybe I should get your address. 
EILEEN 
Sure. It's 732 North Palm Avenue. See you in about half an hour or so? 
TOM 
I have to kill the neighbor's cat first, give me an hour. 
EILEEN 
No problem. It'll give me time to tear out all my hair and poison the dog 










END OF PLAY. 
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